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When we were young 


by SonnyCrockett23 


Summary 


Jack Sparrow is a self-centered and arrogant 22-year-old card shark making his way to New 
York to stay one step ahead of the British authorities in London, meanwhile Sargent James 
Norrington of the London Police, heads undercover to bust as many card sharks as possible 
on the Titanic. Their lives and their stories will collide and leave a mark on Sparrow's 
young life forever. 


Chapter 1 


April 15, 1997 


An elderly Jack Sparrow sat in his motorized electric wheelchair, surrounded by his children, 
grandchildren, great grandchildren and a great great grandchild as he entered the Titanic Museum, 
this was the first time he wanted to even see the museum, let alone agree to talk about the disaster, 
he pushed his way through the crowds, staring at all the displays and lights, running over the toes 
of those who didn't manage to get out of his way in time. The disaster that tore at his subconscious 
and his dreams, it still scarred his very soul and it stunned him as to how much time could pass 
since the disaster, and how the world moved on so quickly, but here he was, an old man with a 
family of his own as he smiled and sighed. He was greeted by Lewis Bodine, Brock Lovett and 
Bobby Buell. They were not only searching for the Heart of the Ocean, but also for the Heart of 
Phoenix, a ruby who could have been the sister diamond of the Heart of the Ocean and they had 
failed in the search for both, so in desperation, they reached out to Jack Sparrow, who reluctantly 
accepted the challenge and came to the Museum to tell his story and jog his memory so they could 
track down the Heart of the Phoenix, and perhaps the Heart of the Ocean as well. Soon Bodine 
showed him the forensic analysis of the sinking of the Titanic, which was a computer-generated 
analysis of the sinking based off of eyewitness testimony, the position of the wreckage and the 
currents that night and Bodine narrated the entire video as it played the entire time. Jack smiled 
faintly, but deep under those wrinkles, grey and white dreads and sun kissed skin, there was a deep 
mystery and sadness under those eyes as he watched the video play as Bodine imitated sound 
effects of an explosion when the Titanic's pieces hit the seabed. Jack was amused how Lewis could 
show such passion and energy for such a tragic event and that interested him deeply as he sighed 
"[...[ do enjoy your spirited explanation and I enjoy your enthusiasm..." and he chuckled sadly 
"But, I do remember the event quite differently." 


Jack then turned his wheelchair around and pushed it to the holograph of the Titanic being 
projected in the middle of the hallway, sailing in a holograph projected ocean, surrounded by 
icebergs sticking out from the ground as he sighed, staring at the beauty and the majesty of the 
ship, thinking of the memories and the short lived joy he had, before it was all ripped away in an 
instant. Brock broke through his thoughts instantly and knelt by his side "Can you please try and 
remember as much as you can?" Brock grabbed the tape recorder and pressed 'Record' on the tape 
recorder as Sparrow snorted "Oh for the love of Davy Jones, patience is a virtue! You would do 
well to remember that." Brock took a step back as Sparrow pushed his way to a stimulation 
projection of the officer's cabin and sighed as he began his story, regret and pain marked his voice 
as he began "Y'know, I was pretty damn snobbish, stupid and selfish before I boarded the ship. I 
thought I was invincible...unsinkable. Just like that ship. Until I wasn't and until she wasn't. I 
remember buying the second class flex package ticket thinking that this was the golden ticket to 
evade the authorities at London since I had been busy sharking the rich folks in bars, casinos, 
clubs, you name it, I did it wherever. I thought I was immune to the universe...and the newspapers 
thought the Titanic was immune to the unforgiving mistress known as the sea. But the sea holds 
grudges...and she is an unforgiving mistress with a long, very very long memory, savvy? You do 
not proclaim yourself immune without bring brought to your arrogant and haughty knees. And that 
April 15, 1912, I was brought to my knees...." 


April 10, 1912 


Jack Sparrow stared at the giant ship that loomed above him, he was excited to finally get away as 
he spent weeks in hiding from the London police and he was still nervous even as he went through 
customs and ID check and his fake ID managed to take him through the security check and he 


boarded the ship and his breath was instantly taken away by how majestic the ship was. Nothing 
on land, not even the casinos in Monte Carlo could compare to how beautiful the ship was, 
sometimes simplicity was better and he liked how beautiful the iron wrought railings of the grand 
staircase and he stared at the figurines of Honor and Glory flanking the clock at the center of the 
staircase. It was all so impressive, but what was even more impressive? The amount of rich people 
waiting to be swindled by his card tricks. Sparrow made his way to the smoking room and laid his 
trap for any unwitting victims to come by for a smoke, a chat, some drinks maybe and then boom, a 
card game and before they knew it, they would be a few hundred dollars lighter and none the wiser 
for it. 


Norrington boarded the ship with orders from Captain Beckett to bust as many card sharks as 
possible due to a rise of complaints in card sharks, and that meant he had to gamble with many 
card dealers and paying attention to the way they shuffled their cards and dealt their hands and 
ensuring the cards were cut evenly. He was in a loveless engagement and received a necklace from 
the fiancée's father as a way of paying for dowry since she was from a wealthy family and this was 
their way of trying to bribe someone, anybody to marry their daughter. As a 28-year-old police 
officer, his personal life was dry cut busy and he did not have a personal life in terms of a personal 
life and was rather inclined to brag that he was married to his job first and was engaged second. 
He wrote a telegram to his fiancée Miriam Fairbanks notifying her that he was heading on a 
business trip and then had it sent to the telegraph operators aboard the Titanic. James then got 
dressed in a nice suit, it was a blue suit and slacks with a black tie and tied up his shoulder length 
brown hair with a velvet blue ribbon and he headed to the deck as he watched the ship depart from 
the docks, but not without a near collision with another ship, everyone on board held their breath 
as the Titanic swung by and sailed past the smaller ship. Sparrow, who had watched the entire 
event from the starboard side, he let out a sharp release of air that he didn't know he held in his 
chest as he fiddled with his red bandana and his brown dreads, as he pushed the metal charm 
attached to his hair, to the side. 


Jack Sparrow was a superstitious man who held to certain rules and certain rituals, especially 
when it came to gambling, and to see that the Titanic nearly collided with the New Yorker, it did 
not bode well for him as he tightened his red tie around his black dress shirt and adjusted his red 
blazer and black slacks in his flex cabin, which was filled with single, bawdy and uncouth men that 
he didn't care much to socialize with. One man tried to touch his hair ornament and he slapped 
their hand away reflexively and tutted "Look but do not touch". Sparrow then headed to the 
second-class dining facility where James Norrington also sat, busy eating his food. Norrington was 
lucky he had grabbed himself a second-class cabin that he didn't need to share with anybody else 
and could have all the privacy a man could ever want and more. James went through his profile 
folder and went through his paperwork of wanted card sharks that needed to be busted and turned 
in to the Master at Arms and one of the names stuck out in his eyes, the name was Jack Sparrow. 


As Sparrow went to rip off a few more rich people in the library, one of them being the wealthy 
Benjamin Guggenheim who yelped in protest and cursed in Italian before storming off. Sparrow 
proceeded to laugh and count his earnings slowly one by one, taunting the furious billionaire when 
Norrington came by the arrogant card shark and smiled "Oh so you just won a card game? Which 
game? Texas Hold Em? Black Jack? Poker? Gin Rummy?" Jack laughed "You'll never know. 
Well...not unless you wanna play against me that is..." Norrington gently declined, to bait in the 
card shark "Oh no no no, I don't wanna play, Iam much too afraid to lose half my purse on the 
first day to the likes of you." Sparrow baited him further "Well...you could always walk away...but 
you would lose much of your self respect wouldn't you? And a gentleman never turns down a 
challenge." James smirked and replied as he feigned disapproval "Ah fine, whatever shall I do?" 
Sparrow started shuffling the cards skillfully "Let's start easy with...mmmm...Poker. It's not too 
tough for rookies like you, hopefully." Norrington laughed and replied "Just deal the cards will 


you...Mr?" "Mr. Sparrow...Jack Sparrow." Norrington introduced himself as well "Norrington. 
James Norrington." And they started the game with an easy ten dollars in the pot for some easy 
stakes and the gambling began, and the end result of the game was a foregone conclusion with the 
odds being disproportionately against Norrington and he tried a round of Texas Hold Em to try 
and see if his suspicions were wrong, but he lost in Texas Hold Em and in Gin Rummy and by the 
end of Blackjack, he was beginning to realize that this man definitely was a card shark as he 
grumbled "You are by far, the worst card shark I have heard of." Sparrow laughed "You have 
heard of me though". 


A part of Norrington wanted to arrest the man, but there was a part of him that was starting to fall 
for the card shark, and he knew it was wrong for him to fall for a card shark as a man of the law, 
but a part of him didn't care and so he reluctantly decided to not arrest the man, to be gracious 
since he had lost at least half of his purse, just as he had predicted. That night, both men found 
themselves undressing and kissing in Norrington's private cabin, groaning and grunting with 
pleasure and fondness, but there was an undertone of anxiety and tension in the air that crackled 
like a whip as both men ran their fingers over each other's hair, Norrington undid Sparrow's red 
bandana and watched as the sun kissed man bent down and blew him. James gasped loudly and 
grunted in pleasure. Norrington planted kisses all over Jack and they had sex several times that 
night as they fell asleep, feeling exhaustion seep into their bones. Norrington could only think 
bitterly to himself 'Congrats you bugger, you cheated on your fiancée, you scumbag.’ 


Norrington felt anxiety course through his veins, knowing that his sleeping with another man 
technically still was a crime, but a part of him didn't have the energy or the wherewithal to care as 
he also fell asleep, cuddling Sparrow back. 


Chapter 2 


Sparrow forlornly stared at a few shattered artifacts as he pushed his electric wheelchair as he 
pushed a white and grey dread to the side and pushed his thick horn-rimmed glasses up as he stared 
at the restored artifact of a small hair charm that sat beneath a glass case, he remembered wearing 
that hair charm, he remembered wearing it everywhere as he viewed it as his good luck charm that 
helped him win card games and helped him survive through precarious situations, especially with 
angry gamblers who lost against him. There was a part of him that wanted to touch that metal 
charm one last time and a part of him never wanted to see it, let alone hold it ever again, as it 
brought back memories that he thought had been lost to the sands of time. He thought that talking 
about Norrington would make things easier and his grief less heavy, but it only brought forth a 
deluge of similar memories as he stared at the mannequin wearing a period typical Edwardian 
dinner outfit that the wealthy often wore for their society gatherings and for impressing each other. 
Sparrow then pushed his chair to a rum bottle with a faded label, but the nature of the bottle was 
clear to anybody who saw the bottle and laughed "I remember how much rum I often drank, I'm 
pretty sure I ran up the tab to astronomical limits...aye...the rum on board was the best tasting rum. 
And the smell of the fresh wood, I can still remember the smell of the lemon polish just perfectly. 
It's not unlike the new car smell...I'll never forget the sight of the squash court and how the floor 
squeaked as I tried it out for the first time." 


After a heavy breakfast, Sparrow and Norrington decided to work off the extra energy by working 
up a sweat in the squash court. Norrington dressed in green shorts and a white t shirt while Jack 
Sparrow dressed in earthen toned shorts and an olive-green t shirt and they started with Jack 
making the first serve as James joked "I can only hope that the odds are in my favor this time!" 
Sparrow laughed "I don't know how to rig a squash game yet, but you will be sure that I will 
somehow figure out a way to do that as well". And he whacked the ball with full force of his 
racquet and the ball came zooming towards Norrington's end and the older man smacked it back 
towards Jack's end of the field and so the both of them played for another two hours before 
Norrington prevailed, albeit barely as he acknowledged "You're even good at squash! How did you 
ever get to be so skilled at squash?" Sparrow hummed "A magician never reveals their tricks." 
Norrington reluctantly conceded "Fair enough, but I'm sweaty. I'm gonna go and take a shower. 
Unless..." Sparrow knew exactly what he meant and they ended up in his shower and took a shower 
together. Norrington watched as Sparrow undid his brown dreads and pulled off the red bandana 
and his charms and beads and he pulled off his favorite silver hair charm that he had gotten from 
a wise old lady long ago and he kept it by his side ever since. 


Sparrow then undressed and James really took the time to take in the tattoos and scars and burns. 
James then kissed all of them one by one as Sparrow moaned "Oh yes right there love, right there 
please...more more more." James and Jack then headed into the shower and started having sex, 
Jack this time topped James, slamming his penis into James's bundle of nerves, eliciting 
pleasurable moans and grunts and at that moment James knew he had to break up with his fiancée, 
it would hurt her, but he could not lie to her anymore and he hated being a cheater as he was a 
man raised with morals and the cognitive dissonance of living in a society that forbade acts of 
homosexuality and yet he was a homosexual who struggled with his own sexuality. Both 
Norrington and Sparrow orgasmed at the same time and showered each other down and they dried 
each other off and Norrington asked "Can braid your dreads for you?" Surprisingly, Sparrow 
found himself answering "Sure, just don't get my hair all tangled up. Savvy?" Norrington then 
carefully divided up the hair into segments after brushing it and then subdivided the segments 
further and braided them carefully as he could while adding in the charms and beads that Jack 
handed to him. After Norrington finished braiding up Sparrow's hair, Jack grabbed his own 
clothes and got dressed in an earthen toned tweed suit and tied up his bandana over his head and 


watched James get dressed in a black and white suit, which was a sharp contrast to the warm tones 
that Sparrow often wore. 


At lunch, Norrington and Sparrow began to chat about their pasts. Norrington opened up to 
Sparrow "You're the first card shark that I've had dinner with, most of the time, they're already in 
the brig by now." Sparrow queried "So why not me?" Norrington shrugged "Maybe there's a 
special energy about you that captivates me. I feel as though our destinies, they are meant to be 
together." Sparrow smiled and leaned on him for a brief moment before lunch was served and Jack 
asked for some rum and drank a glass before they went to read a few books at the library and 
maybe make fun of some Tolstoy before going on and laughing at Nietzsche's writings and then 
proceeding to look at some of the paintings and sculptures and admiring the crystal dome as 
Sparrow pretended to stride down the stairs like a supermodel and Norrington laughed loudly 
before pulling out the portable camera from Kodiak and snapped a picture of Jack standing next to 
the cherub statue that stood at the base of the carved marble steps and the oaken railing that 
divided the steps into two. Both of them decided to do something very rebellious, James and Jack 
both giggled as they snuck into the First-Class dining hall where orchestra music played and 
speeches were being made by various sponsors and benefactors, congratulating the people 
responsible for the creation of the RMS Titanic and the speeches were more like rich people 
patting themselves on the back for another ship. Jack Sparrow yawned and snuck out to the 
promenade and decided to head to the forecastle where a young sixth officer named James Paul 
Moody was on watch when he told Sparrow "Hey you can't be here..." and both men's hearts 
skipped a beat while Norrington forced himself to go through the motions of writing down the 
telegraph. He hated this very much, but it was necessary for himself and for her. He knew she 
would want the Heart of the Phoenix back but it had to be done as he wrote the words "It's over, 
our relationship is over. I'm sorry. Goodbye." And he had the telegram sent. 


Norrington felt a weight lifted off of his chest when he sent the telegram and he sighed deeply, he 
knew it was for the best, at least his ex-fiancée would be free to see someone else and he would be 
free to date Sparrow, free of guilt and doubt. Sparrow then came back with Moody, who by now 
was off duty and introduced the young officer to Norrington and Norrington felt something flutter 
in him, both Jack and James could feel it in the air as they seduced Moody in Norrington's cabin, 
as sex, sweat and grunts filled the air. Moody liked them both, they both had contrasting 
personalities and he especially enjoyed the thought of being sandwiched between Jack Sparrow 
and James Norrington. It did not escape anybody's notice that James Paul Moody and James 
Norrington shared the same first name. Clothes fell to the ground as they fell asleep, as Norrington 
stared at the red ruby that weighed like a thousand pounds in his pocket. He had an inclination, a 
desire to hurl the cursed stone overboard, forget his past, but he knew he could not escape it 
forever. It wasn't fair, but he knew reality was waiting for him once the ship docked at New York. 
He knew there was a likelihood he would never see Jack Sparrow or James Paul Moody again as 
their lives stopped intersecting again. And so he hoped the voyage never ended for him, he hoped it 
never ended so he could spend all of eternity with them both for as long as he could. He ran his 
fingers through Moody's silken brown hair and Sparrow's rough dreads, thinking of them both as 
his thoughts faded on out, as he stared at the red folders on his desk, one still opened and face 
down as sleep took over. 


Chapter 3 


Sparrow looked up at the mural of photos of the victims of the Titanic, he gazed up, tears welling 
in his eyes when he saw how many of the names had no picture and their bodies were never 
recovered from the disaster. There was a solemnity in this hall that could not be found in the rest of 
the rooms, this room took his breath away, seeing how many victims remained nameless, faceless 
and forgotten. Jack reached up hesitantly, pulled his hand back, and then reluctantly touched the 
picture of James Norrington. It was a headshot someone had contributed to the museum, who gave 
the photo out, he did not know, but he presumed it was the London Police that issued out his 
headshot after he had drowned, to identify him as a victim of the Titanic disaster when he did not 
reach his check in time as he was told. Sparrow brokenly spoke "All of these people, many of 
them, I once knew them and saw them, spoke to them, I was friends with many of them. And now 
all of them are gone...just simply gone. It was as if they had never existed in the first place. And 
it's so awful, just awful. Never knowing where your loved one is at, and never having peace of 
mind, much less closure. That night...took everything from me, and from so many people. Y'know 
this disaster isn't about the glitz and glamor...it's about the trauma and the heartbreak we all had to 
carry with us for the rest of our lives. It's about the destruction that never stopped following us 
even long after the rest of the world moved on." 


Jack then touched James Paul Moody's picture as he sobbed "James Moody and James Norrington, 
they both were fine, brave, honest and strong men. But the sea swept them away, but somehow 
spared the drunk, selfish and uncouth gambler. I do not know about you, but the universe was 
unjust in its choice in saving me and not them..." 


Sparrow and Norrington woke up in bed, Moody was gone but he had left a note on the nightstand 
explaining that he had to head to work as his watch was about to start. Sparrow yawned "If only he 
had stayed longer, work is nice until it makes a person all...dull and boring." Norrington shrugged 
"Work...well, it does give a person a purpose and helps them contribute and make them feel 
useful." "Only to be exploited by the rich scum of the world I might add" Sparrow added darkly as 
he lay in bed and turned over as he sighed. Norrington could tell that this was apparently a sore 
subject for Sparrow so he decided to drop the subject for now and began "Breakfast will be served 
soon if you are feeling up for breakfast. Oh, and I heard there is some church service or 
something." Sparrow snickered and replied jokingly "Wanna go to church with me?" Norrington 
laughed "Yes! But everyone will stare at you, but I don't mind." After breakfast they decided to 
head down to the pool and swim, and since Norrington had a competitive streak, they made it into 
a race, and by this time Moody was back and also joined in the swimming race as well. Moody was 
the best out of all the three in swimming since he learned to swim early in order to become a sailor 
and he was quite skilled at it too. Even Norrington was shocked and protested "How did you ever 
learn to swim so fast like that?" Moody shrugged "It's the dolphin kick. Watch how I twirl and kick 
underwater." And he demonstrated the underwater dolphin kick, and he swam, timing his breaths 
and strokes, he was especially good at doing the butterfly stroke and the back stroke swim and 
Sparrow was so impressed, he tried to mimic the movements, but he got confused so he just 
relegated himself to watching how Moody could swim so skillfully. 


After swimming in the swimming pool, the three of them went to the Turkish baths to sweat off their 
energy and relax. Moody told them of his story of leaving home to serve on the HMS Conway and 
making his way up the ranks of the RNR before joining the White Star Line after passing his first 
mate's exam. Sparrow was impressed and replied "Wow, that must have taken a great deal of 
sacrifice. To put so much on the line like that, I never really saw myself going anywhere becuase I 
just couldn't decide or put my mind to anything. There were simply far too many options, and by 
the time I decided I wanted to become a nurse, it felt like it was too late as I had become a card 


shark and I felt as though I was beyond redemption." Moody raised an eyebrow and responded "I 
don't think it's ever too late to pursue whatever dreams or ambitions that you wish you could have 
followed earlier. It may take some work and some time, but it certainly is worth that effort. I 
certainly don't regret the amount of hard work I had to put in, the amount of satisfaction I feel, it 
infinitely is immense and definitely compensates for all the years I had to spend aboard various 
ships." Sparrow nodded respectfully as Norrington adds "Plus I could see you as a nurse, or 
whatever profession you wish you could enter. You have a good heart deep down, Jack. You are 
brave and kind and you never give up on anything that you put your mind to." 


After sweating in the room for fifteen minutes, they relaxed in the pool together for a few minutes 
before getting a exfoliating massage and Norrington admitted "I did really need this massage. 
Being relaxed does have its perks after all." Sparrow joked "Even uptight men like you need some 
time to let down their hair at some point." Norrington laughed and threw a towel at Sparrow and 
Moody added "I do love these Turkish baths, and this is the first time I got a Turkish bath massage. 
Most of the time, I'm too busy trying to work or get sleep and there is no time for me to get some 
relaxation time, so this is a real nice change of pace." After their trip to the Turkish baths, Moody 
decided to catch a few minutes of sleep before his shift started and Norrington stayed by his side to 
wake him up before his shift started, meanwhile Sparrow decided to head to the main deck to take 
in the fresh air, he could feel the breeze tickling at his dreads as he headed towards the bow, 
taking in the warm and breezy sunshine and he giggled, feeling free as a bird when suddenly he felt 
Norrington behind him, supporting his back and spreading out his arms. Jack felt truly like a bird, 
his problems and his past felt small in the face of the pain he was dealing with. He felt like an 
eagle, soaring above it all, he was tempted to sing a sea shanty to add to the comical moment. 
Neither of them realized it but this moment, it would all come to a crashing end. 


Chapter 4 


As Sparrow pushed his wheelchair to the exhibit where it showed the Titanic in its various stages 
of sinking and the vast theories of how it sank after it struck the iceberg, Jack pushed his glasses 
back up on his nose as his glasses had a tendency to slide down if he did not take care to keep them 
up his nose, he softly began "You know what I remember the most vividly of the night of April 15, 
1912? The stars. And how beautiful and magnificent they were. And how they made the mighty 
and tall ship seem so small under its canopy of glowing stars. That...and the screams that kept on 
going endlessly into the night, with nobody to save or hear them. And the darkness right after the 
Titanic's lights went out for good." This was the most haunting part of the night that he kept 
playing over and over in his mind for so many decades, wondering how everything could go so 
wrong for all three of them, how so many lives were taken away in a matter of hours and the terror 
they all endured, and the freezing cold water. Even when he had battled through a fever, years after 
the sinking, he absolutely fought against the notion of an ice bath until he was given the option of 
taking the ice bath or dying. 


The nightmares were the absolute worst becuase he could not find a way to escape them no matter 
how many times during the night he woke up, he would constantly wake up screaming and feeling 
like he was drowning. The absolute horror and terror he felt that night as he fought to survive no 
matter the cost, it weighed him down like an anchor, just knowing that so many women and 
children were still left aboard the Titanic and were dying. And Jack would constantly wonder if 
Moody and Norrington suffered before they died, he wondered if their deaths were slow and 
painful or quick and painless. There was a part of Jack that wanted to know and another part of 
Jack that never wanted to know. He wondered if ignorance was truly bliss in his case, just 
watching the exhibit display that horrid night before him, it brought back many suppressed 
memories that he had long thought were forgotten. 


Jack Sparrow and James Norrington lay in bed, Moody snuggled them both close and spoke "I love 
you both so much. You both make me so happy. If you want Jack, you can live with me in 
Scarborough, it's a small but beautiful town and everyone is so nice and friendly and there is 
always so much to do around town. And plus, my family has some very well-established roots in 
that town, so it does help a little bit to have connections." Sparrow thought of that, to return to 
England and to hide out in a smaller town, and perhaps have a fresh start there, and maybe find an 
honest living. He liked books and he loved reading and he instantly had an idea as he spoke "I 
have an idea, maybe instead of being a card shark for the rest of my life, I should become a 
librarian or maybe a bookstore owner...I mean, I love books, don't get me wrong. Books are so 
much fun, especially books about gambling and books about the ocean...I honestly am starting to 
think about taking your words that you told me yesterday very seriously." 


Norrington added "I do have something for you Jack, and for you too, Jamie." This was 
Norrington's nickname for James Moody since they didn't want to get their names mixed up all the 
time with each other, so James Moody agreed to the nickname of 'Jamie'. Norrington pulled out the 
Heart of the Phoenix from his coat pocket and put it around Jack Sparrow's neck and pulled the 
lobster clasp on the necklace closed. And for Moody, he handed him a jewel encrusted gold watch 
that could tell the time, day and even the current moon phase. Both men gasped with amazement 
and kissed him with gratitude and delight as they cuddled him closer. Norrington blushed brightly 
and added "I did want to make this a memorable trip; I just had no idea how memorable it would 
be indeed." 


That night as the night fell, it became chilly and Norrington shivered "I'm gonna go to the cabin, 
it's cold." Even Sparrow agreed and went down below while Moody was on watch, and they 


decided to cuddle and shut the port hole window to get some sleep. Meanwhile Moody was busy on 
watch keeping an eye out for icebergs, he did not tell the other two, but the Titanic had been 
receiving a series of concerning ice warnings and becuase there was no waves or wind to cause 
foaming at the base of the icebergs, it would be much harder to spot the icebergs as they floated 
by. Suddenly an alarm bell rang out and the phone on the bridge trilled and he ran over to pick it 
up when Fredrick Fleet, the lookout said, "ICEBERG RIGHT AHEAD!!!" and Moody 

replied, "Thank you!" and hung up and ran to warn First Officer William McMaster Murdoch 
when the senior officer ran in at that moment and both men hollered at Quartermaster Hitchens 
different things, Moody yelled "Iceberg right ahead!" While Murdoch yelled "Hard to starboard! 
Hard to starboard!" But no matter how much Hitchens tried to turn, and Murdoch tried to change 
the direction of the ship through the engine telegraph machine, the ship would not completely 
clear the iceberg entirely. As the ship steamed by the iceberg, scraping up her hull and chunks of 
ice came crashing down onto the deck of the ship, the passengers barely felt anything, if they did 
not feel a vibration at all. The countdown had begun, and the Titanic had only hours to live. 


Down below several decks in the second-class cabin, Norrington woke up to a vibrating noise, it 
was his cop instincts in him that kicked him awake, and he knew something was up, he just didn't 
know how serious it was. So he sat up and tucked Jack in and went to see a steward and spoke to 
the steward "Sir, I just felt a vibrating noise...is there something going on that we should know 
about?" The steward reassured him "I'm sure there is nothing to worry about. I will see what is 
going on and will notify you as soon as possible." Norrington was not satisfied but decided to not 
interrogate the steward as he was feeling exhausted and wanted to get some sleep after a day of 
squash and getting a haircut. He entered his cabin when he felt something odd...the engines had 
stopped. He raised an eyebrow and gently shook Jack awake "Jack...Jack...something's going on..." 
Sparrow murmured drunkenly "Where has all the rum gone?" Norrington shook his head and 
splashed him with water and Jack moaned "Oh come on! Can a card shark get some sleep?!" 
James sighed "I'm sorry but something is going on! I felt this...vibration moments earlier and now 
the engine noise has stopped...The ship has stopped moving." Jack sat up in bed in alarm "T...that 
can't be good. Why would they stop now?" James replied "That's exactly my point. Why stop now?" 
As they both debated what could be the reason, the steward knocked on their door and Jack 
opened the door, scrunching his eyes against the bright light as the steward said "Everyone, get 
your lifebelts on and head to the deck!" And they left just so suddenly. Jack gasped and James 
realized that things were more serious than they realized. 


Norrington found the lifebelts and nervously chuckled "Hey look, the latest in Card Shark Weekly 
Fashions. Now you can truly experience the life of a shark." Jack laughed nervously as well, as 
they tied each other's lifebelts on and they headed up the stairs, while they chattered and people 
talked amicably, there was no panic, no shouting or screaming or crying. It was all calm, like any 
other day, but deep down in Jack's guts, this night would be anything but calm once they found out 
what was going on. Jack joked "Hey James, you think we might be having sand for breakfast 
tomorrow?" James shrugged as they gathered on deck with a group of men, women and some 
children when First Officer Murdoch announced "Attention everyone! The Titanic has struck an 
iceberg and is sinking, we have been given orders to evacuate women and children first. Women 
and children first please. Women and children step forward please." As the women and children 
stepped forward nervously, Sparrow and Norrington watched as they boarded, and when 
Norrington did the math in his head, he realized there wasn't enough lifeboats and there was a 
likelihood niether of them would make it out of this if the Titanic was truly sinking, and not a 
pathetic attempt at a midnight boat drill. 


As the tilt grew steeper and steeper and the water ate away at the ship, Moody took charge and 
helped as many people as possible and loaded the boats as quickly and as orderly as he could. 
Jack Sparrow was impressed that the orchestra could keep playing even though the ship was 


sinking, and people were joking and playing cards, and at that moment, a white rocket went up in 
the air and exploded into a shower of white brilliant sparks and smoke, reflected across the 
dazzling night sky and the stars kept glowing, Sparrow was no sailor, but he knew these white 
rockets were not there for a show or for entertainment, they were there for distress signaling and 
the realization sunk in on him at that moment that the Ship of Dreams was dying. Sparrow 
nervously fingered his red bandana and his charms as he tried to ground himself and he took a 
slow and deep breath when he felt Norrington's hand clasp his own in an attempt to ground him 
and calm him down. As they headed further aft, the ship was growing more crowded with 
passengers who were beginning to realize the severity of the situation and inevitably, chaos and 
panic exploded and Murdoch had to discharge his pistol twice in the air to keep calm and order, 
Sparrow and Norrington stepped back from the First Officer as they tried to stay together amongst 
the groups of people struggling to find a way off the ship. As the minutes ticked on and lifeboats 
were launched, Moody told Lowe "You take this boat, I'll take the next one. GO!" And Lowe 
boarded the boat. This decision would seal James Paul Moody's fate to the great blue Atlantic 
Ocean. 


Meanwhile the stern was starting to rise in the air and people were sliding to their deaths, and 
Norrington had seen many people jump into the ocean, so he pulled Jack with him to the railing 
and spoke "We need to get off this ship! It's our only chance to get out of this alive!" Sparrow 
gulped, he was afraid of heights, but he thought he would have more time to talk about this! 
Sparrow yelped "I uh...are you MAD?! We might not survive the fall!" Norrington pleaded "Please, 
it might be our only hope...please come with me..." Sparrow solemnly could see a determination in 
those green eyes as he replied, "You jump, I jump." Norrington leaned in and kissed him as the 
screams permeated the air around them and he added "A kiss for luck. I'll see you soon. I love 
you." And Norrington jumped over the railing and into the water, Sparrow's heart beat loudly 
under his sternum as he stood up on the railing and steeled his nerves and muttered to himself "T'll 
see you in hell I guess". And he jumped over, a moment after Norrington jumped. 


For three seconds, Sparrow truly felt like he was flying, defying gravity, like an eagle, but gravity 
took over and he fell down, weighed and chained down by gravity as it inevitably pulled him under, 
deep into the icy, freezing darkness. For a moment, Sparrow could hardly hear anything or see 
anything, the voices, the lights; it was all silenced and muffled, like a church, and his desire to 
breathe, it kicked in as he started to swim towards the surface. The frigid depths of the Atlantic 
Ocean seeped into his pajamas and his skin and his bones, and his dreads, when suddenly, he 
broke the surface and reflexively gasped in air, and Jack Sparrow did something he never did 
before: he screamed. He screamed from the glacial and icy waters as they stabbed him like a 
thousand knives, he could hear the screams of many people around him, the once muffled screams 
were now assailing his ears full on, he screamed and screamed as he looked left and right for 
salvation, safety or hope in a world of despair and death but finding none. 


Jack swam towards an overturned Collapsible lifeboat B, despite a man trying to fend off others 
from climbing aboard. One of Jack's dreads got tangled in the oarlock as a tidal wave pushed him 
under again, he was freezing cold, and the water felt like standing in the snow naked for thirty 
minutes. Sparrow blindly struggled against the oarlock for what seemed to be an eternity when he 
grabbed his pocketknife and sliced at the dread and the charm that was tangled around the oarlock 
as it fell away from his scalp and he surfaced, gasping and coughing for air and he was pulled 
aboard when he gasped in terror, watching the Titanic get pulled upright for a brief moment 
amidst the explosions and the screams and suddenly, the lights went out, and that was when the 
screams became even more harrowing and haunting to listen to. It was like listening to screaming 
ghosts and spirts as he watched the Titanic take its final plunge. It was over. The ship of dreams 
was dead. Now all he could do and hope to do was survive, and wait for an absolution, a savior, a 
sign, anything amongst the screams. Waiting and waiting, as the screams and wails kept going on 


and on, one by one as the voices were silenced by the sub-zero waters. Jack Sparrow was the only 
survivor out of the three who made it out of the horror alive. His body was wracked with chills and 
shivers as the screams slowly fell silent forever, but in his head, the screams would go on and on 
for the rest of his days. 


Chapter 5 


Jack Sparrow took a deep breath, as he reflected on the most painful part of his story, knowing that 
he owed his survival to Norrington's insistence that they jump over...or perhaps it was luck and 
timing that saved him and not Norrington or Moody, he did not know what was it that helped him 
stay alive in spite of so many other men dying that night, the memories would forever be seared in 
his mind as he stared at the picture of the Carpathia displayed in the middle of the hallway, along 
with the images and biographies of the Carpathia officers, including Sir Arthur Henry Rostron. 
Sparrow touched the picture of Captain Rostron and continued his story "Captain Rostron was our 
hero, our savior. He heard our calls for help, and he saved us, he even put his own ship at risk to 
save us all. There are no words to capture my gratitude for him. If he had not saved me, most of 
you here would never have been born. He saved us all...and I will never forget his act of heroism. I 
just wish... James Moody and James Norrington, both made it through to be saved by the rescue 
ship." 


As the screams all chillingly fell silent, Charles Lightoller took charge of the overturned 
Collapsible lifeboat B and commanded the men to lean left or right in response to the growing 
swells on the lifeboat. Sparrow shivered violently as he thought of Norrington and Moody, hoping 
and praying that somehow, someone, anyone pulled them out of the freezing waters safely. His skin 
was chilled and pale, a stark contrast to his normally tanned skin, he wiped off the kohl that was 
smudged around his eyes and the smudges grew worse, but he didn't care as he followed the 
direction of the second officer. Sparrow could feel his teeth chatter as the wind slowly started to 
kick up as the sun started to rise and the stars faded away like souls that were extinguished so 
violently that night. Sparrow watched many men succumb to exposure and to hypothermia and they 
fell down into the ocean, dead and he was scared that he would be next as well. So, he willed 
himself to live, so that he would be able to see James Norrington, so that he would be able to see 
James Moody again, his two lovers. Sparrow was determined to not die, so that he could hold them 
both in his arms again and rejoice in their survival and grieve for the people who had been lost in 
the tragedy. 


When the Carpathia finally came, collapsible lifeboat B was the last lifeboat to disembark on 

the Carpathia, Sparrow climbed on a rope ladder that had been thrown down the side and he was 
helped up into the Carpathia by several crew members as a steward handed him blankets, a cup of 
tea and some hot soup as he sat down, trying to regain his body heat as he searched the ship up 
and down, asking anybody and everybody if they had seen James Norrington or James Paul 
Moody, he eventually took off his lifebelt with shaking and frozen fingers and put it aside, dimly 
noting that Norrington had tied very good knots on the straps when they had tied each other's 
lifebelts on each other. Sparrow kept calling out "James Moody! James Norrington!" over and 
over, searching high and low, through the entire ship until his knees gave way and he passed out. 


When Sparrow woke up, he knew. He just knew. Neither of them survived, they both were gone. The 
Atlantic Ocean now served as the watery grave to James Norrington and James Paul Moody as 
well as thousands of other Titanic victims who were never recovered from the ocean. He closed his 
eyes as he tried to remember when he last saw them both. Sparrow last saw Moody just before 
dinner started at nine o clock and Moody cheerfully waved to them both before putting on his hat 
and asking them to keep the heater on in the cabin. Sparrow last saw Norrington just before they 
leapt into the dark and deadly Atlantic waters and they kissed each other goodbye before jumping, 
and now that he could think about it, he never saw Norrington surface above the water after the 
initial jump. It dawned on Jack Sparrow that Norrington drowned, sucked under by the ship due to 
the suction, and the backwash somehow saved him, pushing him to the surface. Sparrow wanted to 
cry, to scream, to wail, but he was in too much shock as to how it all could happen. A few tears 


leaked through his eyelids, but he sat in his hospital bed, completely stunned at the events. Jack 
Sparrow took off his red bandana off and sobbed as he approached the railing, the memories of the 
jump hitting him full force as the wind kicked up and he released his grip on the red bandana, 
letting the wind take the bandana from his hand and he watched as it fell into the ocean and sank 
into the waves, an utterly poetic and symbolic sentiment of a piece of him remaining in the ocean 
with his two lovers. The Carpathia steward approached him as the ship passed by the Statue of 
Liberty and asked him "Can I have your name please, sir?" Sparrow took a moment and realized 
that he was still probably wanted as a card shark, but he didn't care as he told the steward "Jack 
Norrington-Moody" as he watched the statue fade into the distance and the harbor came closer 
and closer within view. As the ship docked at New York City, journalists harassed Jack Sparrow 
and he watched in horror as the surviving officers of the Titanic were served with warrants to an 


inquiry. 


And so, Jack Sparrow had died on the Titanic, and in his place, Jack Norrington-Moody was born. 
There would always be a part of Jack on that ship that now lay over a thousand feet deep beneath 
sea level and it would forever be this way as he pulled out the Heart of the Phoenix from his pocket 
and stared at that cursed red ruby as it glittered in his hand. It was all he had left of James 
Norrington. Two weeks later, Jack dressed in black and tied a black bandana on his head and went 
to the mass funeral for the passengers where James Norrington was honored and a mass funeral 
where the crew and officers were honored, and he sobbed when he saw the picture of Sixth Officer 
James Paul Moody hanging up alongside the pictures of Captain E.J Smith, Chief Officer Henry 
Tingle Wilde, First Officer William McMaster Murdoch and Chief Purser Hugh McElroy, 
compared to all the other men, Moody seemed to look like a kid in comparison, he was a baby 
faced man who died like a gentleman and the future he could have had, deserved to have, it was all 
ripped away from him in an instant the moment he decided to stay aboard the ship in Fifth Officer 
Harold Godfrey Lowe's place. 


Jack even saw Lowe sobbing all by himself in a corner after the ceremony was over, but he himself 
had not wept, not even once after he had cried on the ship, he supposed it was for the better 
becuase he feared that someone would rightly assume that he had been in love with Moody if he 
showed any sort of reaction. After the funerals, he went back to the hotel room and that was when 
he truly broke down, grabbed a pair of scissors and started snipping at his dreads, one by one, 
sobbing and wailing as the locs fell down and pooled around his ankles as he kept snipping away 
until there was almost nothing left of his hair except a few forlorn locks of hair that somehow 
managed to escape the ravages of his grief ridden fury at himself, the world and the universe. Jack 
then tied up whatever was left of his hair in his black bandana and cried all over again in his bed, 
wondering why he deserved this pain, why he deserved to be so incredibly alone like this. 


Chapter 6 


Jack Sparrow had dealt with this unresolved grief and guilt for so long, it had weighed down on 
him. It was apparent even in his voice, how much he blamed himself for their deaths. He wished 
with all his might that they had made it through, and he knew how good he had it until he had lost 
them both and was lost and adrift in a foreign country, scared and alone, with nobody to help him 
or to lend him a hand with making it through the pain. Sparrow stared at the projected image of the 
wreckage of the Titanic on a as it lay on the seabed, he spoke brokenly through his tears "James 
Norrington and James Paul Moody became heroes...and me? I got to wear black at their funerals. 
Oh, how I miss them both!" And he sobbed in his son Jason Sparrow's arms. His body was 
wracked with a emotion that he had forgotten to express as he clung to his children, his family, his 
reason that he refused to give up. Sparrow pulled out the ruby with shaking fingers and his entire 
family, and the small crowd that had gathered to listen to his story, they all gasped at the beauty of 
the brilliant gem as it sparkled under the harsh white-glow of the cone lights from the ceiling that 
was cast onto exhibits to draw the visitors' attention to the artifacts or displays underneath the light. 
Brock reached out to touch the glowing, flaming red ember of a ruby when Sparrow pulled it back, 
recognizing the eyes, the look of greed in the younger man's face as he tutted softly "Not all 
treasure is gold and silver mate." A few of the guests laughed at that comment as Lovett stewed in 
his bruised ego. 


Sparrow was determined to live his life in their memory no matter what, and he was going to do 
that, but first, he had to respond to the inquiry warrant he also received. He testified and 
answered the questions as calmly as he could, but there were times where he felt tears fall down 
his face or he had to pause to take a breath before answering the question becuase they were so 
difficult on him and his mind, to remember all that had happened and to concisely answer the 
questions as best as he could, and being under oath while answering the questions added stakes 
that he never knew existed until now. Senator Smith did not make the inquiry easy on him or any of 
the witnesses for that matter and he watched as several of the officers reacted with disgust or 
frustration to the questions that were required of them to answer. After the inquiry, Sparrow 
borrowed money from a bank so that he could buy a business and he made a bookstore and a 
coffee shop out of it. Sparrow called the bookstore "Black Pearl Bookstore." It was a small 
bookstore but it generated a massive following and one day, a medical school student named 
Elizabeth Swann came by for some medical textbooks and that's when a spark built up between 
them. 


One coffee break to another, and one book purchase led to a dozen and soon Elizabeth and Jack 
found themselves drawn to one another. A part of Jack felt guilty that he was moving on from his 
losses so soon after the tragedy, and Elizabeth even knew of his survival on the Titanic, but he 
could never bring himself to tell her he had been in love with men, and he still sometimes felt a 
desire for a male partner. But his romances on the Titanic were once in a lifetime and he knew he 
could not find anybody like Norrington or Moody ever again, and he wanted, deep down, to move 
on, so that he could find happiness again. Eventually in 1915, Sparrow and Swann married in a 
small and intimate ceremony that involved some of Elizabeth's aunts, uncles, and her cousins. Her 
father, Dr. Weatherby Swann walked her down the aisle, proud to see her find happiness. At the 
end of the ceremony Dr. and Mr. Swann walked down the aisle and boarding their carriage as 
husband and wife while streamers and confetti floated down from the air. Nine months later, their 
first daughter Kelly Regina Swann was born and that was when Jack knew, his world was 
different, everything he now did was not for himself, it was for his daughter and for all the children 
to come. Jack was a loving husband and a kind father, but there were times where he silently 
yearned for James Norrington and James Moody's company by his side, he knew they would have 
been so incredibly proud of him to make a new life for himself: He soon opened up 


a separate restaurant so that customers could also eat while reading books and life was good, very 
good. 


Life had its ups and its downs, and Jack Swann learned that the hard way long ago, but the lesson 
kept repeating itself over and over when Weatherby suddenly passed away after collapsing of a 
sudden heart attack and he had to comfort his wife and lend her his strength so she could mourn 
her father properly. He thought he had overcome his own grief when he found a mannequin that 
stood in a window display, wearing a black ribbon in its ponytail and that was when tears flowed 
over his eyelids, but for the sake of Kelly and Joseph, he did not let himself cry for long as he wiped 
his tears and took them from the store as quickly as he could. Time flew on and his family kept 
expanding. In total, he had three daughters and two sons and he watched them all grow up, and 
when Kelly walked across the aisle to collect her high school diploma, both Elizabeth and Jack 
teared up with joy and pride, and they watched with amazement as their children grew up, went to 
college and moved on forward. Both Elizabeth and Jack eventually retired when they turned 67 
years old. When Elizabeth died at the age of 88, Jack was plunged into a deep ocean of sorrow, but 
he was happy he had a long, loving and happy marriage with her. His children, grandchildren and 
great grandchildren were his joy and light in a world of pain and loneliness after Elizabeth had 
passed away. He hoped Norrington and Moody would greet her warmly and kindly. 


His story was complete, and his chest and shoulders felt a thousand times lighter than ever before. 
Jack Sparrow smiled once again with misty eyes as he pushed his way through the crowds once 
more, running over Lovett's toes in the process. Lovett yelped and hopped while Sparrow laughed 
away and drove into his car and went home with his family. That night, surrounded by photos of 
his family, graduation photos of his wife and kids, and photos of his friends and neighbors as well 
as photos of James Norrington and James Paul Moody; Jack Sparrow, Jack Norrington-Moody and 
Jack Swann died peacefully and quietly in his sleep. Jack Sparrow could feel his soul travel back to 
the ruined Titanic as it restored itself to full glory and he entered the ship and found himself in the 
library, to find James Norrington, James Paul Moody and Elizabeth Swann, all dressed in evening 
finery as they smiled and greeted him with kisses and hugs. 
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